Ip8               SAILOR     ON    HORSEBACK

port en route to Chemulpo, catching it amid such confusion
that one of his trunks were lost overboard. It was a native
ship, with not a bite of white man's food aboard; in spite
of the fact that it was alternately snowing and sleeting, he
had to sleep on the open deck, reminding him of the nights
he had lain shivering in the railroad jungles without a
blanket.

At Fusan he made connections with a second boat, but
when they reached Mokpo the Government seized the vessel
and unceremoniously dumped passengers and baggage
ashore. The speed with which the Japanese were shipping
soldiers to Korea convinced him that war was about to be
declared, yet here he was, several hundred miles from
Chemulpo, and no ship to be had. He was being paid to write
up the war, and by God! he was going to write it, But how
was he going to get to it? The voice of Marshall Wellman,
his maternal grandfather who had built a raft at Put-In Bay
and floated it back to Cleveland, told him in clear and
unmistakable terms. Charter an open native junk and sail it
across the Yellow Sea, then along the Korean coast until he
reached Chemulpo!

The thermometer read fourteen degrees below zero, but
he had endured sixty below in the Klondike; the wind was
howling over the Yellow Sea, but not any worse than it had
howled over Lake Linderman; it was a magnificently
courageous, foolhardy thing for him to try, but no more
foolhardy or courageous than for the twelve-year-old lad to
have sailed a leaky catboat across treacherous San Francisco
Bay in a lashing southwester. That his journey would be as
difficult and dangerous as that made by the Vikings who
crossed the Atlantic in an open boat only made it the more
appealing. He purchased what he considered a seaworthy
junk, engaged three intrepid Koreans to help him man it,
and set sail for Chemulpo.

" The wildest and most gorgeous thing ever! If you could
see me just now, a captain of a junk with a crew of three
Koreans who speak no English. Made Kun San at nightfall,
after having carried away a mast and smashed the rudder.